THE SCHOOLS AND THE SCHOLARS
of the scholar's life. They became the vagantes, the Goliards.
The worst "wander about naked and lie in bake ovens," the
best become court jesters, and the others pass restlessly from
the uneasy patronage of one capricious magnate to another.
Since it is the property
Of the sapient
To sit firm upon a rock,
It is evident
That I am a fool, since I
Am a flowing river,
Never under the same sky,
Transient for ever.
Hither, thither, masterless
Ship upon the sea,
Wandering through the ways of air
Go the birds like me.
Bound am I by ne'er a bond,
Prisoner to no key,
Questing go I for my kind,
Find depravity.
Down the broad way do I go
Young and unregretting,
Wrap me in my vices up,
Virtue all forgetting,
Greedier for all delight
Than heaven to enter in:
Since the soul in me is dead,
Better save the skin.1
It is the just epitaph of the vagam, written by the greatest
of the tribe, the archpoet, Golias himself.
1 Tr. Helen Waddell.  Medieval Latin Lyrics (Constable), pp. 171, 173.
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